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submissions
from the editors
The Buttercup
Olivia Bardo
Buried in the mud
The dark seemed natural.
Do you know what I was?
Early light.
Almost belief.
Little paradigm
Trapped in the earth.
Brilliant yellow
In dream first
Then I bloomed
Against the dark,
Ochre and riot.
The wild buttercup,
A weed, a bitter thing
That surprised you
In the narrow garden
Where I have no place.
I wanted to be
Made into an image
Of departure
At the border,
In favor of the field,
I go further away,
And I see myself more clearly.
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Jenna Becker
Untitled
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My Hands
Christine Bye
My hands are always cold,
but not for lack of warmth
in the smithies of my soul.
My feet are rough and scarred,
but just because they must
bear the beating of my heart.
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Snow in April
Ellen Diehl
how often does your heart push away
the very human impulse of sorrow?
a flurry of the unexpected
makes us numb
when the peppery cold that lies softly on our hearts
stings far more for its imperceptibility
than for its gentle defiance of what cannot be controlled
it is easier to lie down and collect the dust
of what once moved freely in joyous waves across the shoreline
than to brush off the cold
like snow in April
chaos invokes rigid nightmaresa frozen response to what might lull us to sleep
but wake up and think
of what nature has to say
when we live in a world which will be cold in April
until the sun comes again to warm the ground
let’s be ready when it comes
and thank the heavens for the snow
as well as the sun
and thank goodness for what can make us feel.
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creator submissions
A Haiku About Strawberries
Nate Castellitto
In garden patches
Earth’s tones acquaint achene
In all their splendor.
Striking, fluorescent,
Red and dotted all about-Asking to be plucked.
Glistening, sitting
Sweetly below gleaming rays
Are nature’s treasures.
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Child's Play
Nicko McMillen
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In the Garden
Chloe Patti
Luscious ground to frolic on.
Green wisps flattened by
shoes, small in size—
only five now.
Waves of green sprouts.
Primly pruned perfection,
rows of wildflowers prettily sitting.
Pinkies pointing north,
teacup brimming
with imagination.
Dress adorned and made,
Careless of grass stains.
Hiding
running
confiding to
Puffletuff
the stuffed rabbit
with the carob coat—
Her best friend.
Mother called,
The fun must end—
Fling Puffletuff to
the edge.
To be back again.
Gone.
—Now six —
Luscious ground to frolic on,
untouched.
An ocean of blades sway,
Rows are now
wild flowers.
Vines tangling, dangling,
unkempt.
An older gaze
reaches upon where
Puffletuff remains
on the edge
a hair’s length away from the shade.
Carob turned cold,
to snow.
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Sunbeams
collected his pigment.
Body of
a moon in crescent.
Day to day,
Changed.
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growing alone
Alexa Glatfelter
how easily we let ourselves get entangled with another soul; that no matter how different their
roots are, now the part where you’re planted feels like home.
and you never want to leave because that means unearthing all the moments that you’ve spent
digging out the soil that once separated you; that means the depths of what you know have to go
back to covered ground, for you no longer have access to the soil on which you loved knew.
it’s no wonder many just stay planted and grow where they can. unearthing is hard. detaching
hurts. but when you know what’s best, there’s no question at hand. the tree must survive and
follow its plan. for sometimes the roots of another stunt your own growth; creating a net under
where you need to push through.
and sometimes, another’s shade prevents you from feeling the power of the sun.
and not that either tree is diseased, they’re just bad for each other. their growing needs are
different, and that’s okay.
it just hurts to see the one you bloomed with for a season has to move ten feet away in order to
obey the call of their own growth, of their own season, of their own tree.
and maybe one day these trees will grow back together. maybe they’ll get so tall their branches
will intertwine and their roots will mirror it below ground once again.
but for now, they’ll have to share the same air without sharing the same ground.
they’ll have to both feel the wind but embrace it on their own.
they’ll have to let their leaves wave in the wind to each other without knowing how heavy they
are.
they’ll have to watch the other grow but not know the depths of their roots.
they’ll have to live and breathe and be on their own.
they’ll have to grow and flourish and bloom how they were meant to alone.
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Sunset
Nicole Serianni
"It is time" a glowing sun announces with a smile.
"Are you sure?" says a dejected moon.
"Surely, she replies. When the last man gets off the train and you hear it's horn,
that is my time, like it is every night. Have you since forgotten?"
"No" his reply is simple. The craters around his mouth grow as his silver lips upturn in a
regretful smile.
Her glowing skin is fading, then lighting up into a lavender flame.
"I know exactly what hour you are to leave each day, and what hour you are to return. I wait for
you in those hours in between."
His sadness is palpable.
"Then remember me." She says.The pink is fading to orange.
"Remember the glowing of my yellow skin and how at just the right time before I meet the
horizon I get lost in your silver beams as the explosion in the sky that was my last goodbye
fades. Remember how when you thought you'd seen the last of me and you were ready to rise
and watch over the night I send a pink cloud to cut through the fading light. I do that so you
remember me, remember that I will always be back in the morning."
Moon is surprised.
Moon is giggling, spraying shards of silver light in his wake.
He holds his laughter with the back of a sun kissed hand.
"That always did give me hope- he starts.
But his words are cut off by the realization that the sky is alight. He knows what this means.
Sun is fading.
This is the grand finale, and in a few short moments, he will be surrounded by darkness.
Sun is fading.
And then he notices the cloud. A streak of the most beautiful pink he'd ever seen stretched across
the sky in all its fluffy brilliance.
Sun is gone.
And he remembers.
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I
Amelia Markey
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Little Monster
Shanny Taylor
I was once a wildling child
Dreaming about magic, and dragons in the hillsI never found them. But I ran barefoot,
And skinned my summer-dusted knees,
Listened to cicadas sing, and saw fireflies light up gold.
The magic was there after all,
And the hills found their dragon in me.
There was always a part of my heart growling,
That howled at the black sky, painted my arms in muck,
And pushed me reaching towards the stars.
It was a madcap life, learning the untamed
I spun a million cotton-soft futures in the moonlight
That dissolved like sugar in the morning.
In the slow break of time, where did I lose my wild?
For all the little monsters like me;
Listen now, the wind is singing adventure!
Wine-dark seas of space are just beyond your sight,
And the hills are waiting for you to fill them.
Wonder at the vast universe around you,
But don’t feel small, child. You are an echo
Of burning nebulae; the magic of life
Coursing through your every heartbeat.
Some are scared by dragon-song
And will try to stop you smoking at the teeth.
But howl a challenge to them! Blaze defiantly-And don’t you look back. A million cotton soft futures
Are bright before you. I hope you dare
To chase freedom with every glowing breath.
You’re here! I’m here! Maybe if we’re lucky,
We can learn to roar again.
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What do the Mountains Say
Christiana Martin
It is a clear, windy morning when I walk to Hobart Bluff. I perch on a rock in the sun,
hoping to find some relief from the cold in its light. While the wind buffets me on my
sun-soaked rock, I see Mt. Ashland standing in its rusty-red glory, seemingly impervious to the
pointed gusts. It’s hard to believe that even this mountain could be moved with but a touch of
faith.
I think we all want to be mountains, but I doubt we really know what that means. The
mountains are bestowed with regal beauty, almost like they’re born with crowns. They take
whatever comes to them with innate grace: sun, rain, sleet. No complaints, just quiet acceptance.
We tend to mistranslate that grace, mistaking the mountains for rocks. We harden ourselves, not
daring to betray the storms inside us—much less allow anyone to see the avalanches life
sometimes throws our way. So we stand like cliffs at sea, letting waves of smothered pain erode
our selves.
Sarah Kay once said that a lot of people go through life with their arms up, guarding them
from whatever may shatter them (TED 2011). But that’s how we miss the lovely things, like
feeling emotion—even the tears streaming down your face, even the boil of anger in your blood.
When your guard is up, it’s hard to be surprised by the little wonders of life. You’re striving too
hard to be calm, cool, and collected to notice the birdsong bubbling from the red-leaved maple as
you walk to work, or the joy rippling through a child’s laugh. You become a little jade
statue—beautiful, maybe, but cold and deaf, a lifeless stone.
The problem is, we’re scared. We bury our passions and our anger and our sadness and
our joy beneath a granite face. Why are we afraid to feel so much, to show our humanness? Why
do let ourselves to shrivel up behind our walls? We want so much to be strong, but we forget that
strength is found in letting our walls crumble, allowing others to care for us and allowing
ourselves to care for others. We build each other up this way, pulling our friends to the
mountaintops with us. By opening up to the warmth of others, we don’t become weak, but
instead tender, our hearts suppled by the weight of compassion. This is what it means to be a
mountain: to acknowledge that though there is cold rain and wind, there is also warm sunlight.
Both are necessary for life to flourish.
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For the #UnfairandLovely
Fatimah Jan
It took me years to understand this:
The dark pigment of my skin is Exquisite,
matches the color of Dirt your people kick around,
the color of my Mother Earth the color of Natural.
So why, Mama? Why, Aunty?
Why must I hide Glory under long sleeves and sunscreen
when it hungers to dance beneath the blistering heat,
and taste nipping sensations of sun-flares
as it bakes into a chocolate Brown.
Are you ashamed?
Oh, how many of our generations have passed permitting
you to define color as Unlovely?
My skin has been made the sacred ground of an ancient romance,
a place kissed
over
and over
and over
by its lover, Sun.
Dark concoction of brown hues denotes a Wild desire
to transcend your Pale, constricting world.
I desire liberation.
We desire vibrancy,
evangelizing the pigments
inked into our veins by our foremothers.
So I cast aside my parasol,
peel the garments that prohibit
the ebonizing of my skin,
and thrust myself into the flares of my Love.
Color is captivating I and Captivating.
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#UnfairandLovely is a social media movement against the skin bleaching product called Fair
and Lovely. This product is sold to brown and black women and men, because of Eurocentric
beauty standards which has been a destructive effect of colonization in many previously
colonized countries. This poem was written with passion and anger against the distorted lens I
once saw myself through, laced with call to end self-hatred and promote self-love.
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The Storms of Life
Gracie Hamman
Over the rolling hills she glanced with an open heart
waiting for an answer—waiting for everything else to disappear.
The stormy skies took up her view from the edge of the porch to the plateau
where she so desperately wanted to be.
Distant echoes of crashing waves filled her ears,
leaving her deaf to the laughter of the children playing in the streets.
Fog overcame the hills and lightning cracked louder than thunder
blocking out every precious thought within her.
She felt each teardrop as the sky sobbed onto the land below
Turning the dead ground into a sea of mud—an ocean of bitterness.
Overhead the clouds turned black
blocking out every speck of sunlight, casting shadows across the earth.
Green overtook the sky and winds grew stronger,
knocking over every tree in sight.
Leaves flew around the house as the eye of the tornado landed
picking up anything it could find.
To run would be absurd with the end so near,
creating fear deep within
as she realized that all of this chaos came out of her.
She painted the storm with the darkness she held like a lifeline
keeping her from pain.
Her eyes squeezed shut, prepared to accept the fate that never came.
She relaxed more with every minute that passed.
One ray after another appeared as the sky yawned awake,
letting peace wash over her and leaving a new warmth instead of hate.
Trees were standing strong, and the hills were clear as day,
peering through the clearing fog wondering what dream had taken over.
I thank you for another day saved from myself
Destroying every item in my path, including my own heart.
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No Ghost There
Nathan Simms

It’s tiring.
Chasing ghosts is an exhausting and complicated pastime. I don’t recommend it. Ghosts
are elusive, fading between spaces, continents, and epochs with little regard for your pursuit.
Icriss-crossed the face of a new country for four months, tracking invisible footprints wherever I
went. On a few occasions, I felt the ghost’s wind rustle past my sleeve.
With each stop on my hunt came waves of dejavú. Though I’d only seen the places in
pictures,in captured light on paper, I knew the ghost still lingered. But each time, I would leave
the haunted grounds with no ghost sighting at all. Instead, there was only me. Camera sullenly
clutched in hand, I was ready to catch the ghost in my lens and lock it in the SD card. No
luck.Instead, I would take a picture of myself in that place. If I can’t see the ghost, I might as
well see me.
When I was little, my mom told me about the churros she ate in a tiny cafe tucked into
the city ofMadrid when she studied there. She would go late at night and order a small mug filled
with rich, liquid chocolate served with fluffy fried dough on the side. She told me that instead of
coating the outside of the churro in sugar, the plain dough was dipped into the chocolate. I had to
have it, I had an insatiable desire for this true hot chocolate. There couldn’t possibly be a better
place to be: seated at a bar late at night in Madrid, laughing into the darkest hours over a mug of
steaming chocolate. She said she’d take me there someday. She couldn’t. She didn’t.
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I decided to study Spain as hard as I could. I watched Spanish movies and shows. I
looked at maps and marked sites that called my name. The summer before I left, I read three
books onSpanish culture, art, food, and people. I read about the 800 years of Muslim rule, of
conqueringand reconquering, and of a bloody civil war which still divides its citizens. I read
about howSpaniards come together in tragedy, how they break bread together, and what keeps
the nation’s heart beating. I fell in love with it. I read some more. I changed my accent. I needed
to experience it for myself.
When she died, my mom left behind a book filled with pictures and keepsakes from her
time in Spain. A series of photos shows her city, apartment, trips around Spain, her boyfriend at
the time, and silly expressions that I inherited. The largest section of photos deconstructs the
final Arabic stronghold in Spain which towers above the city of Granada: la Alhambra. Seated
ontopof a hilly section of mountain that dips like a finger into the city, la Alhambra is a
strikinghodge-podge of Muslim and Christian architecture fused together. A medieval writer
once described it as a “red pearl amongst a sea of emeralds,” noting the red quality of its walls
surrounded by flourishing trees. Based on the number of photos in the book, the detail she put
into her notes about the fortress, and the copy of Tales of the Alhambrawhich I found in her
bedroom, she must have been taken with the old building. I certainly was.
During my senior year of college, I went to Granada to study for a semester. As soon as I
was able, I visited la Alhambra and returned again and again. I would often go gaze at la
Alhambra’s crumbling, orange battlements and think about my mother standing in its walls. I
wanted to see it from all angles, to feel how it changes from day to day. I needed to know how
the light drifts across it. I wanted to catch the ghost that haunts it.
I found that cafe in Madrid. The chocolate and churros didn’t disappoint, though I had to
wait behind other tourists. I studied another photo, found the road on a map of Madrid.
Theapartment building looked much the same now as in 1991. I think they may have upgraded
the windows. No creamed spinach seen on any dinner tables, as she had told me. No ghosts
potted.
One day I went to the beach. No ghost there either, lying in the sand.
One November night, I summited the steep hill of the fortress, passing easily through its
battered walls. With just an hour of waning daylight left, I studied a photo from her book. It
wasof my mom at 20 years old, decked out in an uncharacteristic leather jacket, stitting on a
lowwall inside of la Alhambra with the old Muslim quarter (the Albaizyn) rising on the twin hill
behindher. I found another wall just a few feet away from hers; access to her wall was now
closed. As the light diminished, streaks of pink peaked through the clouds and birds began their
bedtime song. Lights slowly plinked on across the layered patchwork quilt of the ancient
Albaizyn with its streets and alleys bathed in yellow light. The song of a flamenco cantaor
drifted up the hill and mixed with the bird calls above me. With the sun practically gone,
shadows slinked all around,and the guardian cats of the Alhambra awoke for their nightly hunt.
A streak of orange fur darted away below my feet, its figure caught by my peripheral vision: a
tabby cat. It looked like TigerBob, my mom’s tabby from childhood. In fact, it looked even more
like a cat she took a photo with in the Alhambra in 1991. She aptly labeled the photo, “Jugando
con los gatos ‘amables.’”(“Playing with the ‘friendly’ cats”). More phantom steps.
During the summer in Spain, when thermometers around the country shatter from heat,
restaurants that have outdoor terraces utilize tiny sprinklers to regularly spray customers with
afine cold mist. Every thirty seconds or so, a white cloud puffs out and slowly begins its dance to
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the ground. Sunlight illuminates the particles as they drift down to give momentary comfort to
the waiting diners below. Each puff of water gives a moment of peace. The discomfort that
accompanies the swirling chaotic heat is calmed for a few seconds; a thirst is sated. When the bill
is finally paid, there’s nothing but searing heat.
One December evening I walked through the twisting medieval streets of the Albaizyn
and reached a mirador with a full view of the Alhambra. I studied it for hours. I gazed at that
spot,across the valley which separates the Albaizyn and la Alhambra, where she once sat. I could
almost make out the contours of her ghost. A feeling arrived again that I hadn’t felt in a
longtime: tangible absence.
When I stood outside her hospital room that Sunday morning, I knew that although her
body was inside, she was not. It didn’t matter if I entered. When I went home, it seemed like I
could turn a corner and I’d see her there, tucked into the couch with a dog-eared book. I soon
found that it didn’t matter where I went to look, she wouldn’t be there.
Then, looking at the spot where she sat so many years ago, I had a sudden urge to leap
across the divide, to find her sitting there again, a young woman. It was as if the air between me
and laAlhambra was the thin veil between life and death. If I could only bridge the gap. Perhaps
if I just sprinted down one hill and up the next, I’d find her sitting there, quietly making a
watercolor painting of the view below her feet.
I wanted so badly to be able to do that.
But I know she isn’t there. She’s not anywhere, anymore.
When I exist in the same space that she once did, and stare at a photo of her in that very
spot, I can only just see the outline of her soul in that place. I feel a sense of longing, of
foreignness, and of familiarity all at once. I take my own photo. I trap my ghost there, too.
From 29 light years away, the earth would be seen as it was when she sat there, in the spring of
1991. So in a way, she’s still sitting there in Spain, the light that bounced off her is still finding
its way through the cosmos.
Her light still shines towards me.
It’s brilliant.
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Pink Lemonade
Lynnea Robinson
I felt out in the darkness
but spoke four brave words
How’s the college life?
It made me want to squirm
I waited just an hour
‘til you typed in response
Sucks
That’s all
You thought you’d be happy once
Why? I asked
I couldn’t leave it at that
Regular lemonade comes out of the pink lemonade tap
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II
Amelia Markey
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Flash Fiction
Christiana Martin
“Crunch: Lights Out”
When she closed her mouth, I chewed and swallowed my words like (so many) lightbulbs. Snap.
Crackle. Pop.
“The Subtle Difference”
Best Friend: “I love you.” Not: in love.
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I Believe In Beverages
Bethany Armistead
I believe in beverages. When I was a baby, my father would dip his finger in his coffee
and give me a little taste. My fondest memories of my mother are those where she is making tea.
I believe that hot beverages often translate to love. Each morning my father gets up to make
coffee for the two of us. He fills the coffee pot with more water now, and grinds up six
tablespoons instead of three so that I can have a cup of my own. It is dark and silky smooth.
Even on the days where I leave before him, the coffee is almost always made.
My favorite memories are those where my father took me to Starbucks. “One tall vanilla
bean frappuccino and one tall americano.” That was when he took me out to remind me that I
was still just as important as my newborn baby sister, even though she seemed to be getting
much more attention. He reminded me, with coffee in hand, that I was special. Still, I never miss
a chance to tag along with him to the supermarket because I know that there will be a coffee
stop. Our conversations weave in and out, through school and work to politics and social justice.
We talk about language and art. We sit there and talk about all manner of things, he with his
americano and I with my now vanilla soy latte. My drinks have changed over the years and so
have my opinions. His have stayed strong.
My mother shows her love in sharing her tea. Tea is precious to her. She keeps it in
beautiful tins on the kitchen counter. They shimmer in the sunlight, red tins, green tins, crisp
white tins. When she asks if I want some, my answer is almost always “yes.” She pours it into
our favorite mugs, and we sip and talk. Sometimes I ask her questions about her life. Nothing
seems too scary over a mug of hot tea. We like to drink tea on Sunday nights, preparing for the
week ahead. We laugh and realize how good we have it as all stress dissipates with the steam of
the oolong.
I believe in hot coffee and stimulating conversations with my father, and I believe in
green tea and disarming laughter with my mother. Different beverages represent us. I am grateful
to live in a family where coffee and tea run in our veins and laughter and warmth govern our
hearts.

| 25

Happy
Janell Ryan
She said,
“You look better, brighter than usual?
Did you get some sleep?’
I laughed.
“Yeah, like five hours. Better than nothing.”
She said,
“For someone who doesn’t sleep,
that’s a big deal. I’m happy for you!”
I smiled.
I thought,
She noticed I’m in a better mood than usual
Happier than I’m used to
More alive and vivid than days past
Even if I didn’t participate in class
At least I could stay awake this time
I walked.
I thought,
Maybe I look yellow today
Or a soft gold
Instead of my usual silver
And pitch
I blinked.
I sat.
I stared.
I thought,
If only she knew what I did last night
And what I’m going to do tonight
I wonder what she would say
Or do if she saw what I did
To myself all over
I laughed.
I smiled.
Both sad broken things
Shattered shards
Cracked glass
I cut.
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Erin Mackenzie
Click Click Boom
Click
Click
CLICK
You mash hard on the up arrow key of your laptop in order to make your dinosaur avatar jump
over a patch of pixelated trees.
Click. Click.
Around you, the airport buzzes. The voices of hundreds of people rushing around join together
like wailing cicadas, distant, but constant.
Click. Click.
“I got you something.”
You turn instinctively at the familiar voice, looking your friend in the eyes before your gaze
drops to the plastic container he’s holding out to you, a sandwich with little bits of meat and
lettuce hanging out. You wonder why he bothered. You’re not even hungry.
You think about taking it anyway. He got one for himself as well, so he intentionally bought this
for you. It probably cost him a lot. But you just can’t.
You turn back to your game, your hand is still on the keys, itching to push. But you were
distracted for too long, gray blocky letters stand out over the screen: GAME OVER.
A sigh. Not your own.
You want to sigh too, but you don’t think there’s any breath left in you. He pulls out the chair
next to you at the table. Sets both the sandwiches down and sits.
“What are you playing?”
You don’t know why he asked, it’s still open on the screen. You reach up and gently close your
laptop shut. The game is over anyway, there’s no point in wasting battery.
You can tell he’s still looking at you, partially waiting for an answer, still hopeful that you’ll give
him one, but you don’t know what to tell him.
Another sigh.
He pushes one of the sandwiches, still in its plastic prison, closer to you. You look down at it, see
the label: Beef and Cheddar on Ciabatta bread. It’s your favorite. You can recall a time when
your mother stuck a cleanly manicured hand into the paper and plastic of a grocery store deli bag
and pulled out a slice of meat, and then cheese and layered a sandwich carefully, putting it in a
Ziplock bag, and then into your Star Wars lunchbox. She handed it to you with a smile. Her blue
eyes twinkled as she – or were they green? Probably blue but- You’ve forgotten. How could you
have forgotten so soon?
Through all this, your friend is still there, sitting at the little circle table in the middle of the food
court at the airport, waiting for the flight to start boarding.
You scoot your chair closer to his, the metal legs screeching against the hard floor. He looks up,
smiles, small but tender. You don’t smile back, but kick your leg out a little to the side, so your
thigh is resting firmly against his.
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Una Tarde de la Alhambra
Nathan Simms

| 28

When Your Summers
Hannah Desko
I want to leave you,
but how can I when your summers are so sweet—
when I know that honeysuckles share their sugary scent
every afternoon? Their sunshine-yellow flowers grin,
knowing their perfume’s descent will flirt with noses.
Their ethereal drops float on the balmy breeze,
spraying Earth’s skin.
I ponder moving on,
but how can I when the brushstrokes of each sunset
wash the world with warm hues—
when even the doves perch themselves on the rooftop
to admire each masterpiece, their coos carrying across
the airy evening, rising and falling
like Earth’s chest as it drifts to sleep.
I long for more,
but how can I when my lullabies have been the rain—
when I throw my window open wide just to hear
the s hhhof falling showers? Gentle rain slips
through leaves, flowing from the night to wash
away imperfections of the previous day and cleanse Earth’s face.
I dream of what’s beyond,
but know I’ll come back to you—
for your mornings begin with the chickadees
and sparrows singing the sun awake.
Morning glories bloom again, and air floats,
soft as monarch’s wings kissing Earth’s cheek.
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Small Sips, Small Bites
Courtney Smith
“Small sips, small bites.”
This was my childhood mantra, echoing and rebounding in the recesses of my mind after
I had repeated it to myself so often. I could only take small sips of drink and small bites of food
because anything more would send my stomach reeling and my hands reaching for the bowl
beside my bed. I would be left with an empty stomach, burning throat, and shaking hands.
As a young child with cyclic vomiting syndrome—a condition characterized by random,
uncontrollable, incessant vomiting--I was much acquainted with nausea; we were like old
friends. It demanded my attention without warning, disturbing my dreams, shaking me awake in
the middle of the night, and striking at the most inconvenient times. I’ve thrown up in Walmart,
Target, and Giant, at the beach and in the car, at a myriad of parks, rest stops, and friends’
houses, even at the Philadelphia Academy of Music all over their elegant carpeting.
On second thought, perhaps my real friend was the bowl beside my bed, always there to
save my guts--quite literally. That’s why we repeat “small sips, small bites.” Then you don’t need
someone to save your guts; your guts stay with you, as they should.
Often, however, the nausea would get worse, and even small sips and small bites could
not save me. In the middle of the night, I would wake up crying in pitch darkness, head
pounding, nausea building, and I would stumble into my parents’ bed, throwing up all over their
clean white blankets. They would awake startled and then jump into action mode, stroking back
my hair, wiping my face, and ripping off the blankets to clean them. A piece of spearmint gum
would take away the awful taste of acid, and I would lie back onto my parents’ cool pillows.
The coolness never lasted. It quickly turned hot, a restless, heavy hot, and I would whip
up, nausea already at level ten. My parents, prepared this time, would have the bowl ready. And
the cycle would repeat itself. Every few minutes, my stomach would wrench and the acid would
return. Nothing helped. I could not keep anything down. I would grow increasingly, dangerously
dehydrated until my parents would have no choice but to rush me to the hospital.
The hospital was also like an old friend, albeit a kinder one. I was there often, though
sometimes just for tests. Before I was diagnosed with cyclic vomiting syndrome, my symptoms
confounded the doctors, and I underwent nearly every test in the book while they tried to figure it
out. I vividly remember the abdominal ultrasounds that coated my stomach in a clear gel (jelly
on my belly, as my mama always joked), and the big, scary machines that tilted me up and down
and made me drink a disgustingly fruity mixture disguised as hot chocolate. The doctors,
however, still could not figure out what was wrong, and for a time, there were frightening
whispers of leukemia.
I was about five. How does a five-year-old process that she might be dying? Nobody ever
outright told me that, of course--the pediatric nurses were all smiles--but I knew enough about
hospitals at the time to assume that I was there because I was dying. I didn’t really understand
death, but most of what I had known in my short five years was nausea and pain, so death could
not be that bad, could it? So sometimes, at five years old, I wished I was dead. People did not
throw up and go to hospitals in heaven, did they?
Small sips, small bites, darling.
In the end, though, the tests came back negative, and they diagnosed me with cyclic
vomiting syndrome, a diagnosis which was pretty much a “I don’t know what’s wrong, you don’t

| 30

seem to be dying, we’ve ruled out everything else, I give up” kind of diagnosis. But the nausea
never ceased, and I kept going to the hospital because I needed to be stuck with an IV until my
bodily fluid levels returned to normal. In one particularly horrible episode, they could not get the
IV in my arm—they tried injecting the needle five times before they succeeded. Vision blurring
with tears and agony knifing up my arm, I remember begging mama to take me home, to take me
anywhere, to just make it stop, stop, stop.
Afterward, I leaned back against the rough white sheets of my hospital bed, my arm
restricted by the IV tubes, barely moving as I watched countless movies on an old TV. In one of
the movies, a group of orphan girls was being served milk and porridge for lunch, and they were
complaining about how awful it tasted. An empty sort of longing stirred deep within me. They
could eat and drink by themselves. They could gobble up their food without it making a
reappearance in a few minutes. They did not have to take small sips and small bites. I would
have given anything to trade places.
The longing and jealousy turned to fear when night fell. Outside the window, the dark
shadowy branches morphed into monsters against the moon’s eerie light. Too ill and nauseous to
sleep, I would shift restlessly, sweating under heavy sheets, trying not to look out the window,
trying to reach my mama’s hand as she slept in a makeshift bed beside mine. I could never reach
her hand though; the IV tubes around my arm prevented me. A few tears would slip, their
saltiness stinging my thirsty lips which had not known water in a while. They said the IV did that
for me, but I did not understand. I wished I was an orphan girl eating porridge and drinking milk.
Small sips, small bites.
When I read or hear about others with such illnesses, the story always seems to talk about
the series of small deaths that occur--the patient slowly deteriorates, losing one small part of his
or her life at a time, and each loss is like a small death. I know this to be true. I experienced
many, many small deaths--the most obvious being the inability to eat and drink without
vomiting. When the sickness grew worse, I struggled to walk, to use the bathroom by myself, to
go to school, to hang out with friends, to see my siblings, to do anything but cry or lie down
listlessly.
However, rarely do we talk about those who steal these deaths back from the grave—the
survivor who slowly brings each one back, rediscovering the wonder of everyday life. And it is
truly stunning how incredible everyday life appears when you are recovering. Blessedly, cyclic
vomiting syndrome is usually a childhood illness that you grow out of over time, and so as I got
older, my hospital visits slowly lessened, and I began to rediscover normalcy. When my last
hospital visit was over, a nurse asked whether I wanted to walk or be pushed in a wheelchair. I
adamantly denied the wheelchair, and later my siblings were all over me, asking, “Why did you
say no? You could have ridden in a wheelchair! That would have been so cool! You missed out!”
How could I tell them that a wheelchair was not half as exciting as being able to walk?
As being able to climb out of bed and not pass out from exhaustion? How can you make
someone understand the wonder of walking when it’s a privilege they have always had? There’s
a joy and wonder that can only be experienced by rediscovering something we have always taken
for granted. How thrilling to walk when you lived so much in bed and how delicious and utterly
wonderful to down a full glass of water when you are so used to small sips and small bites.
I desired it so much that even back when my sickness was raging, I would sometimes
rebel. I would tell mama I was okay, and I would run outside to play with my siblings. When the
nausea started building, I would fight it, demanding that I be like my siblings who could run and

| 31

run without once needing to sit down. When mama and the doctors were not looking, I
sometimes gulped down my juice, relishing the taste against my parched throat. In zero point
five seconds I would undoubtedly pay for it, but the moment, the now, was what mattered to me.
The brief sweetness was worth the pain.
One of the first things that I did when I was well again was run to the kitchen and fill a
whole huge glass of icy sweet water. Greedily, I lifted it to my mouth, and I drank. I drank and
gulped and drank, uncaring of how some dribbled down my chin and soaked my shirt’s collar,
uncaring of anything but how it felt to have something so wonderful in such excess. It cooled my
burning throat and erased all traces of acid. I kept drinking and drinking, and somewhere along
the way, I realized I no longer wished for death because I now knew this kind of joy existed.
Maybe I’m part zombie, having stitched myself back together, even the parts thought
long dead—at least it makes the pain sound cooler. I’m not sure my five-year old self would have
liked that description though. Not that she ever wanted to be a princess--her greatest aspirations
were to be an orphan with milk and porridge, one who could eat and eat. She wasn’t very picky,
but maybe she should have been. After all, she was much too used to small sips and small bites.
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Blooms in the Wind
Maddie Miller
I lay upon a grassy knoll and gaze.
I behold youthful blooms, so fresh, so new.
Like rainbows, blossoms sway in a soft daze,
whirl innocently with winds great and bold.
What was a breeze grows recklessly with haste,
now mighty gusts, relentless, hopeless for
mere blooms to thwart. I know demise awaits
as petals thrash and beauty is no more.
Once radiant, the flowers stood with pride,
now decimated to a fragile core,
the blameless buds flown over the hillside.
Why would the wind be cruel? I do implore.
Perhaps torment ignites resilience,
so next year’s blossoms bloom with brilliance.

| 33

Undone
Amelia Markey
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Crossing
Peyton Cassel
the boy with the cherry-red, popsicle-stained mouth bends to
draw a wobbly line in the sand.
see this line? this side is for boys only.
I blink slowly at him. once. twice. I decide that his cherry-red,
popsicle-stained mouth is ugly.
walk away, mama says. walk away, walk away,
walk away.
the ocean folds itself up along the shoreline, fitting neatly over the curves
of the land like a sleeve. it reminds me of mama doing laundry.
come play, it’s calling.
wet, squelching sand sucks at my feet. the line doesn’t reach over here.
frothing white foam laps at my knees.
carry me. float me. hold me.I wade in.
through tangled hair and sunlight, I see the boy with the cherry-red
popsicle-stained mouth playing, building castles in the sand.
I strain to catch his eye. look at me! look at me!
but he doesn’t look over. doesn’t see that the ocean has pulled me past his
borderline. water is good for stuff like that, I decide.
good for folding, frothing, erasing, crossing over
lines drawn in the sand.
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ten things i like about my obnoxiously italian girlfriend
Meg Banning
I like that she’s just like her grandma. I like that she bakes me bread to show her affection.
I like that she makes me playlists that include Mambo Italiano by Rosemary Clooney. I like that
she doesn’t know a thing about beer, but knows her shit about wine.
I like that she bakes her family’s Thanksgiving desserts all by herself. I like when she speaks
Italian to me, or any of the other languages she knows.
I like that she constantly references the mob boss who's gonna come to “get the money.” I like
that she knows Dean Martin's real name like he’s an old friend.
I like that she talks with her hands.
And lastly, I like that she wants me to stick around
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Cardinal
Matt Dekonty
Trudging forward into the dark,
the snow beneath my feet an
untouched canvas of potential.
The silence, a novel privilege.
Beneath me, a fresh drop
of red, the first marking upon the
sprawling page.
Amidst the gentle winds, my final companion,
a cardinal.
His songs marks the first sign of a morning that
I will not see.
It does not know my story, unaware
of my wounds, or what caused them.
But for now, it can see that I am here, and I am with it.
Perhaps, that is all it needs to know.
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third space
Courtney Kehler
to the boy who loves soft things and the quiet in-betweens
our minds are unkind to us sometimes
the weather is not always fair —
thunder rumbles and lightning flashes
wind whips around us, steals our breath
sheets of swirling rain obscure our sight
it pelts us until we are soaked through,
wet and weary to the bone
until we think the storm is all there is
all that can and will ever be known
but we have learned that there is light beyond the dark.
this light we need is not bright or flashing
it is the small, tentative beams we warm ourselves with
on early spring days when the chill lingers
together we can bask in this quiet light,
create a gentle oasis in the harsh desert of our minds
let us create a world of softness.
let us pull out our blankets
from dusty bins
and wrap ourselves in them
protect ourselves with vulnerability
there will be a crackling fire in our fireplace
we’ll open the heavy curtains that obscure the night
to let the faint light of faraway stars trickle in
we will pull on pajamas and thick socks
let our eyes wander across our wall of books
and select one to read together by the flickering warmth
the fire freely gives us
we will surround ourselves with pillows and sit close,
mugs of hot cocoa in hand
and we will talk in low, intimate voices
and we will laugh deeply
and we will read widely
as a slight wind whispers in our ears
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and we will drift off to sleep
our minds empty of worry
our hearts full of love
and we will breathe at last.
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The Red Dirt of M1
Micaiah Saldaña
The nice words for a place like M1 are “juvenile detention center” or “remand home.”
Those are its labels in Uganda. They are labels that sweep what M1 really is under a rug and
present it nicely to anyone who might question its very existence. In truth, M1 ought to be called
what it is: a prison for children. M1 is one of the places where children as young as two years old
are dropped off by Ugandan police after routine “round-ups” and arrests for crimes that are more
often than not petty. They are then left there until the system remembers them and their sentence
is up. These brute facts about M1, the stories I had heard, and the pictures I had seen did not
prepare me for my own visit to M1 in 2015 with Sixty Feet, a ministry that advocates and cares
for the children in Uganda’s remand homes.
When I got to M1, the first thing that my team did was take a “tour.” We were led by a
kind woman who went by Jajja (grandma) and who had spent her life on the mission field. She
chatted cheerily with us as she led us through the facilities, either oblivious to or comfortable
around the decrepit concrete structures and rough, albeit beautiful, landscape that surrounded her.
One of the most striking things about M1 was how empty and yet how crowded it felt. Crowded,
because of the sheer number of children kept there. Empty, because there was almost nothing in
the cluster of white buildings set in the wilderness of Uganda. The walls were decorated with
peeling paint and graffiti. The rooms were furnished with dirt, bits of trash, and the occasional
row of desks and rickety metal bed. It all smelled slightly sour, like M1 had been just as long
forgotten as its inhabitants. How the government could drop children off at M1 without adequate
food, water, and medical care was and is beyond me. Beyond basic physical needs, education and
legal help for the children were both nearly unheard of until Sixty Feet began to intervene.
While we were led around, children began to slowly trickle out of the buildings. They
pattered out, shoeless, from hiding places and began to follow us “mzungus,” or white people.
They reached out to touch our hair, puzzled over my braces, and gaped at the stark contrast in
our skin tones. It was not too long before their shyness melted away completely and they
grabbed our hands, slipping their small, scarred hands into our own. We quickly transitioned
from “tour” to playtime. We gathered in one of the bigger buildings with some of the children
and joined hands, singing and dancing in a circle. Laughter and song, of all things, filled the
emptiness of M1. Eventually, the men and older boys went off to play soccer and the women and
younger children migrated to an abandoned “classroom” to make some crafts.
The children clustered around the art supplies and toys that we brought. While some
children were entertained enough by the crayons and coloring pages we set out, many children
were particularly fascinated by the sheets of stickers we set out. They stuck the stickers to their
faces, laughing at their new adornments and showing them off. A little boy that we fondly
nicknamed “Dude” (he was too young to tell us his name, not that we were even sure he knew it)
had a foam alphabet stuck to his face, while another boy stuck a lamb on his forehead.
After I finished doing some crafts with the younger children, I wandered over to the
group of older children that had been hovering nearby. That is when I met Enoch, a young boy
around my age of thirteen years (he did not know for certain) who was being held at M1. We
talked with some other kids before I decided to teach him how to play tic-tac-toe. I grabbed a
stick and drew a grid in the red dirt. I instructed him on the game, letting him win a few times
before he started to get good. We scratched x’s and o’s into the packed red particles, sweeping
the dirt to the side once a line was drawn through three in a row.
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In the midst of the games of tic-tac-toe and conversations, I learned a few things. Enoch
wanted to go to the United States of America one day. While he was there, he wanted to meet the
president, Barack Obama. When he was able to go to school, he had been in primary six. His
voice was soft as he told me these things, and, since he was at that strange stage between child
and young man, starting to crack. He spoke English well, unlike some of his companions from
Karamoja could speak neither English nor Swahili, only the language of their people whose fires
we could see from the slopes of Sipi Falls.
A little while later, as we trudged back up the dirt hill, with little children clinging to my
skirt and my hands, Enoch asked me, “Will you come back soon?” His eyes were wide, his tone
level. He wanted to know before I left with the team that was already talking of heading back to
Kampala and leaving behind water and supplies.
Would I come back? It was a question that I hated. Would I come back? Could I come
back? I looked at his world, at the rubbish blowing in the wind and the broken windows, at the
children with snot running down their faces and giggles shaking their bodies. I thought of the
fact that I was flying home in a few days, of the fact that I was just an eighth grader who could
not do anything to break Enoch out of M1 or even his sentencing. I hated that I would be just
another person leaving him here at M1.
Maybe in another world, we could have been good friends, not separated by circumstance
and geography. Maybe we could have played tic-tac-toe on creamy white paper instead of in red
dirt, far away from M1. Maybe Enoch would have had shoes and a home and something to wear
other than the Hard Rock Café t-shirt that hung from his gaunt frame.
“Maybe…” I said to him as more children scampered to our little group. “Maybe one day.
I don’t know.” He accepted my answer, and we all walked on, back towards the vans.
Less than half an hour later, I watched his small figure shrink out of view through the car
window. He was waving and following the car as long as he could, finally disappearing in the
haze of the heat and a cloud of red dirt. Saltwater dripped down my face, and I tried instead to
focus on the boy we were taking to a nearby hospital for treatment. I tried not to think too much
about the ones we left behind.
Yet I still wonder about him sometimes now, that boy named Enoch. Did he ever make it
out of M1? Where is he now? Has he turned out like some of the boys in the remand home for
older boys, the boys who came to believe that they were no better than how they had been treated
as children, the boys who ended up in adult prisons, the boys with broken hearts who ended up
slowly dying in the red dirt? Is he even still alive, or did he die young like a little boy named
Michael, alone and in a hospital that resembled something from a period drama?
I sit now in front of my computer, on a university campus that is far from my day at M1
both in time and space. I keep looking at the pictures I have kept from that trip to Uganda, at the
grinning faces and the pillowcase dresses and the bright blue sky. On my desk is a picture of me,
my sisters, and my brother, the brother that my family brought home from China after that trip to
Uganda. God had used the children there to gently let my family know that we were missing a
member of our family. I cannot help but smile as I remember it all, and yet…
I have handprints on my heart now, handprints made of red dirt, the same dirt that I
played tic-tac-toe in and that stuck to my shoes months after leaving Uganda. Those handprints,
that dirt… It has not left.
I do not think that it ever will.
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I, too, Sing America
Lydia Pebly
I, too, sing America
I am the sister
They tell me I’m pretty smart
…for a girl
But I’m not strong,
They need a strong man to carry that
I’m not fast, I run like a girl
They don’t want me on the field or in the office
They send me to the kitchen to cook
to clean
They want me in the house,
Raising their children, their sons
...and daughters
But they don’t know
That I can and will do all of these things
And still snatch the American Dream
right out of their man hands
They and their “Founding Fathers” don’t scare me
Because they’re not my fathers
and they really “found” nothing
But me,
I’ve finally found myself,
my voice
And with it
I, too, will sing America
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Mint Lifesavers
Nicole Serianni
Over casual conversation my friend tells me that mint lifesavers were her favorite childhood
candy,
and I agree.
over casual conversation I tell her that I connect them to childhood memories as well, and she
agrees.
this is lighthearted conversation.
What I don’t tell her, I mean, what I couldn’t tell her,
over casual lighthearted conversation,
is how they remind me of my grandfather’s funeral.
When I say that I have far off childhood memories of them what I really mean to say is I have
vivid piercing ones, ones where I can taste and smell and see and touch the air as if I was still in
those very moments.
what I can’t tell her over casual conversation
is that when I taste them now I can also taste my salty tears then
on the day I had to say goodbye to him.
I remember the funeral like an event that happened yesterday.
rhythmically leaving the room that had such a heavy weight around it
feeling like the lobby was the freshest air in comparison to the suffocation I felt occupying the
same room as his body.
In the lobby,
there was a table against the wall with a basket full of lifesavers mints in the middle,
and young me would take them, one at a time, and suck on them, pulling my cheek through the
little hole
until I could cut myself when the candy got too sharp.
And then, I’d go for another,
and another.
maybe the sharpness helped cut through the dull pain that was settling within me.
Should I tell her I can’t eat one without crying?
Should I tell her that tasting them now makes me think of death?
Should I tell her?
Maybe I should just tell her that
“I like lifesavers mints, too.”
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Masks
Janell Ryan
You have never seen your face before. Faces, your mother said, are to be hidden. They
are secret and ugly things, never to be shown even to yourself. For as long as you can
remember,you have worn a mask. The first one you can remember was simple but ornate. Glossy
andwhite, with thorny roses and vines carved into its moon surface. A flash of pink lips and star
blue eyes were the only colour splashing your face then; your mother took a risk by allowing
your lips to be seen by others.
Your favourite mask is one of your party ones, spared for balls and palaces. It’s forehead
is silver fading into sparkling black by the mouth, peals encircled around the slits permitted for
your eyes. Silverwing feathers sprout from the sides, hiding your ears from prying eyes. It is
simple but elegant, a style you greatly appreciate.
Your mother’s style, in comparison to yours, is garish and extravagant. Gold is her
favourite,with her ball mask connected to a long and lovely golden gown that puffs out at the
back and trails behind her. She commands the room regardless of which mask she wears, but this
one isher most popular one for a reason; all eyes are on her throughout the night as she dances
and socializes. Your mask is who you are, your mother often says. Wear it with pride and
honour.Once, when you were quite small, you almost dared to untie your mask and see what
lurked beneath. Your small hands gripped the sides, robin egg blue with white accents, when
your sister had caught you. She raced to your side, gripping a wrist and face thunderous.
What are you doing?
I wanted to see. Just a look, a peek.
No! Why would you want to see such ugliness, such shame!
After that night, you do not try to see your face again.
You are at a party in a beautiful palace, a celebration in the capital for the emperors
fiftieth naming day. All of the country was in festivity, but you and your family had been invited
personally by a high-ranking countess. Your mother wears her famous golden dress mask, your
sister wears a midnight blue mask encrusted with diamonds, and you wear dove white with
emeralds peeking at the corners of the sculpted lips and slitted eyes.
You see your friend across the room, body garbed in soft yellows and pure whites
delicately striped in similar tones. You smile, although your carved white lips do not move. She
greets you with a nod, lavender eyes sparkling with excitement and something you don’t have a
word for. She takes your hand and leads you away from the swirling dresses and lavish gowns
and toa quiet alcove gently lit by candles.
I have seen it, my friend!
Her words are as yellow as her mask soft and energetic.
Seen what?
Her hands reach up up up, nimble fingers twisting something. No. She could not be...she
wouldn’t be so foolish as toYour friends mask slides away from her face and crashes to the ground, shattering to
pieces.
You look away, heart pounding. You are afraid, and you should be. She has broken the
law, the highest law of the land, and she must be punished.
Look at me.
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She grips your masks’ chin, forcing you to look, to see. Her eyes are happy, excited, proud.
Isn’t it incredible? Isn’t it beautiful?
Your stomach twists, a storm of sick fear growing stronger. You are frozen, statue still as
a marble sculpture as you see her face.
Is this what it feels like to sin?
She laughs. This is not sin. This is truth.
Her words echo in your ears as you ride in the carriage home, deaf to the chattering of
your mother and sister.
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A Sestina
Madeline Spivey
In clusters of floating sticks, underneath Orrs Bridge.
That’s where the foamy run-off
collects to escape the water’s rush.
It seems it has always been that way.
Before you go under, take a breath.
When I look out my kitchen window I can see the creek.
I’ve been thinking a lot about the creek.
I imagine myself floating, and by the time I reach the bridge
a quarter mile down, I don’t have breath
anymore, and my worries could depart my body and run off
into the cold water way.
And then breath could return to me, this time lacking the aimless rush
that plagued me before; a rebirth in the rush
that always presses onward, forward—this sacred creek.
They called it Conoduguinet, “a long way
with many bends,” a name bestowed upon it before the bridge
ever existed. I remember hunting for crayfish there. Lift a rock and they run off,
dodging your toes, blending into their background. Take a breath.
I would get tired of trying to catch them, of taking a breath
only to watch them escape my pale extremities that look like ghosts under the rush.
I try not to be like the crayfish, running off
when exposed to the muted light of the sun that enters even the creek.
I remember once wading in, finding a calf caught in the sticks under the bridge,
swiftly stolen by flood waters from a farm up the way.
I presumed air did not return to its rotting lungs, blocking its way
to the next bend, to the next possibility of being. I held my breath.
I have been searching for something, anything to bridge
the gap between my now and my then and my tomorrow, but no matter my rush,
the water proceeds as it always has, the creek
offering passage to living things and dead things and foamy run-off.
No matter how hard I might try, I can’t run off.
The warmth of the sun dissolves me where I stand, still uncertain of the way.
I’ve been thinking a lot about the creek.
The water’s ripple is soft, as if the breeze that bends it is a breath
from above. There is no rush
to approach the bridge
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a quarter mile down the creek, where the run-off
continues to collect underneath. Beyond the bridge, there is still a long way.
When I step in, my feet are welcomed by the cool rush. I release my breath.
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Escape
Clara Yu
the rain bleeds together
in musical tandem;
the puddles form.
deep and dark, they lay
by the side of the road.
sometimes I wish I could leap
through the murky portals
and be buried by mouthfuls of grit.
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Shadow House
Amelia Markey
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ode to the girl with no name
Will Labossiere
i don’t know You. nor You me.
and yet i’m compelled nonetheless
Your aura is mesmerizing
Your aura is mesmerizing
i'm drawn in with every second You pass me by,
holding my breath and wishing You would stop.
and turni’m Froze in as You Flourish away, not with Fear
, with an emotion that words have not found the
time to encapsulate
the fleeting moments in which our eyes have
found each other’s, have been un-remarkable.
not in a sense that i wasn’t in-raptured
with the feeling of incompetence, but with the
knowledge that You could never be realized to me
;
the idea of You is driving, to know you is loss
for You’re perfect in obscurity, absent of dross
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Home
Hannah Rauhut Wells
It was always a quick turnaround. The Army has a funny habit of doing that (though my
mother would disagree on the choice of adjective here). We’d stay in one place for a few years,
usually no more than two, and then the Army would ship my dad off to his next duty station. We
always went with him. Since I was born in Monterey Bay, California, my family had moved
three times: first to Fort Leavenworth, Kansas (two years), then Fort Hood, Texas (three years,
where my brother was born, the longest time we’d ever lived in one place), and then to Fort Polk,
Louisiana (“home of hicks and crawfish”--my mother). In April of 2006, it was time to make my
fourth move in seven years of life.
The moving didn’t faze me. At least, not then. There wasn’t too much for me to leave
behind in Louisiana besides North Polk Elementary School and its collection of Children’s
Classics in the library. I had just finished The Wizard of Oz the week before my dad got his next
assignment to Korea. When I was done, I gave it to my best friend, Danielle. Danielle and I were
in a “Gifted Learning” class together for the two years I lived in Louisiana. We were in the same
first and second grade class, and our love for reading quickly united us in that childlike bond of
absolute friendship only sincere loyalty to The Magic Tree House and Little House on the Prairie
can produce.
But that’s what happens in the military. You move, you unpack, you make friends, you
leave. It’s the circle of life for every single one of us, one that’s repeated every two to three
years. Most of us will repeat this cycle eight or nine times before graduating from high school.
Home is complicated and strange, like a hand-me-down sweater that doesn’t quite fit. And so is
friendship. Saying goodbye to Danielle and our shelf of Children’s Classics was just like saying
goodbye to the other best friends I’d accumulated over the years—Claire Riggs in kindergarten,
Joshua Roark in the first grade, Laura Ingalls Wilder and Junie B. Jones the summer before we
moved...
…
The first things I always unpacked were my books. I’d unearth the bulky box from the
sea of cardboard in my new bedroom, searching for thick Sharpie scrawl reading “GIRLS
BOOKS” across the top. Once I found my buried treasure, I’d shove it to the middle of the carpet
where I’d proceed to unpack each book one by one. It always felt like Christmas day—a weird,
wonderful, déjà vu Christmas. Then I would undergo the painstaking process of reorganizing my
books in alphabetical order before I put them on the shelf, lingering over a few and setting them
aside to read later. Unpacking my books was the first step to making a new place feel like home.
…
(There’s a photo tucked away in some long-lost scrapbook of my mother’s: it’s me, age
three, plopped naked and unashamed on my bedroom floor. I’m held hostage by a fortress of
books that I’ve somehow managed to entrench in high piles around me. Towers of picture books
threaten to tumble and topple over at any moment—still, I sit, perfectly content in my house of
books, clutching a copy of The Monster at the End of This Book: Starring Lovable, Furry Old
Grover to my bare chest. I’m grinning ear to ear.)
…
I’d always make sure to tuck at least two or three books in my backpack before the
movers came so I’d have something to read on the trip there. My book of choice for the
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seventeen-hour-flight from Washington to Tokyo was Willy Wonka and the Chocolate Factory. I
don’t remember much else from the flight—but I’m sure my mother can recall every moment
with excruciating detail. My dad had to leave before us to start his new commanding position,
leaving my mother with the task of traveling solo with a seven-year-old and a four-year-old
halfway around the world on a small commercial plane. Miraculously (and thankfully), she did
it, and, after a two-hour layover in Japan, we made it safely to our new home on Eagle Point
Drive in Yongsan Garrison.
When my dad wasn’t staying with us in the house on Eagle Point Drive, he lived by
himself in a small duplex (endearingly termed “The Hooch” by my mother) in Camp Casey, a
base two hours north from Yongsan. He would stay at Camp Casey during the week and come
home to see us every other weekend. When he couldn't come to Yongsan because of work (which
turned out to be most weekends), we would go to him. And that’s how it went for two
years—back and forth between Camp Casey and Yongsan on a two-hour bus ride that left Friday
nights at seven.
I didn’t mind the bus. Two hours on the Greyhound gave me plenty of time to read. I
would nestle into my vinyl-covered seat, The Phantom Tollbooth or A Series of Unfortunate
Events spread open across my lap. It was easy to get swept away by my book as the hills of
Dongducheon blurred into night sky and the yellow glow of the aisle lights burned into the
pages. It would be close to ten by the time we reached Camp Casey, and my mother would have
to guide me and my yawning brother down the steps of the bus to the station where my father
was waiting. It was always packed on a Friday night—the bus was always full of military wives
coming to visit their husbands, sleepy children cradled in their arms.
“The Hooch” resembled more of a bachelor pad than a military-issued apartment. It was
quaint, with a small corner kitchen and coffeemaker next to a couch that constituted the living
room. My brother and I shared a bedroom since there were only two in the whole house, and our
weekends consisted of reading books before bed and flashlight hand-puppet shows after my
parents turned off the lights. We’d twist our fingers into butterflies and wolves and chase each
other’s shadows on the wall until our eyelids grew thick with sleep and we’d curl back
reluctantly under the covers. Jacob would usually nod off first; I would sneak a copy of
Samantha Saves the Day from my American Girl books under my purple sheets.
One night at The Hooch, I dug out a piece of crumpled lined paper from the bottom of
my backpack and taped it to the side of the dresser. With a slowly decaying Hello Kitty pencil, I
scrawled “BOOKS I WANT TO WRITE” in novice cursive at the top. Then I began my list.
They were simple titles: “Looking Through the Window” (thought-provoking, I know), “A Dog
Comes Home,” “Meeting on the Mountain.” But they were stories I had collected in the pockets
of my mind in every bus ride to Camp Casey and every plane trip to a new home. I loved to tell
stories; in stories, I was home. Friends weren’t guaranteed—at least, not right away. But books. I
could take books with me. I could mark up their pages and make them my own, tuck them into
backpacks or buses or boxes and know they’d still be there at the end of the day when I’d come
home. Books didn’t change; they were constant. They were mine.
That’s the thing about military kids. We’re storytellers by trade. We leave, travel, explore,
learn, observe, take it in, adjust, do it again. We are the authors of first day scripts and bestselling
introductions, masters of adjusting to every plot twist or cliffhanger we encounter along the way.
There is purpose in every chapter, every setting we encounter—and we embrace it. Dad’s
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deployed? Character development. Bully at school? Antagonist. Recurring anxiety? Motif. And,
when we move every two or three years, we get to write our story all over again.
We see all the little things—the minor details, the hidden themes, the metaphors and
meanings—clinging to detail and memory as a method of survival. We make our home in
imagery and transition. The setting changes, which changes us. We rewrite and revise and edit
ourselves, constantly adapting to new audiences. Our lives are punctuated by change, and as I
drifted off to sleep next to my notebook sheet of dreams, I knew that the story I wanted to
tell—wholly, truly, fully—was my own.
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In the Darkroom
Dakota Vaughn
1
In the darkroom there’s this second world.
It’s yellow and there’s mostly girls
With a couple artsy, soft-type boys.
When there’s a lot of us we make lots of noise.
When it’s only me, I’m mostly silent.
If I’m lucky, sometimes I’ll hear a violin
Floating in from some practice room.
2
The light-blocking terminal feels like a tomb
Or the entrance to some other place
Where yellow smoothes out all the lines on your face
And makes your skin look surreal.
The darkroom is quiet and warm and I feel
Like when I’m there the world outside is missing
Like it hangs suspended on a string
Like time elsewhere has stopped and nothing
Exists except the constant humming
Of the darkroom fan and the whir
Of the photo dryer and the stir
Of concentrating artists’ feet
As they walk from enlarger to tray to complete
A photo that lays like a question mark
In developing liquid, turns light to dark,
And reveals itself as beauty or mistake.
3
I feel like a grade schooler, “look what I can make!”
But also a scientist who knows about mixing
Chemicals and is an expert at fixing
Photos in syrupy translucent liquid.
Something about yellow light makes me languid
And unsure of what day of the week it could be.
There’s some vibe in the chemical air that makes me love you, and you love me.
When we’re in the darkroom we are all friends
But outside the terminal, that’s where it ends
And there’s no hard feelings--we’re different beings
When we’re not in the room where we’re constantly seeing
Beautiful things rise to life right before us;
Images that emerge and elicit a chorus
Of wows and astonishments; compliments, ahhs.
4
The darkroom is like a glorious pause

| 54

From everyday life, from college bureaucracy.
And I don’t think it’s sad, and I don’t call it hypocrisy
That we’re only comrades when the safelights are lit
But on the other side of the black tube, forget
Each other (or forget our true selves).
I just think it’s lovely that there’s this place we can dwell
For an hour or two one night a week
And freely feel and freely speak
With people who aren’t a thing like us
And not even worry if they like us;
Because we all have this one common aim:
That we don’t screw up our next frame
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The Train
Peyton Cassel
comes rumbling out of the
earth, releasing small, white tufts
of dandelion fuzz as they are ripped
from their stalks. the force of the
wind scatters them over our
heads, catching in our hair and
politely asking us to sneeze. She
goes back to her books while I
gaze up at the snow-white tufts floating
in the air, spindly arms stretched out to
welcome the light. Seized
with the childish urge to
jump up and clap them in my
hands, I pray hold myself still, afraid
to scare off the wisps. In
the time that it takes me to find
a pen to catch my thoughts, the moment
is gone and the wisps have managed to
will o’ away.
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Acceptance
Clara Yu
the sky sees
its reflection in a puddle.
does the sky love itself?
do I?
does the sky despise
the humble puddle?
do I despise the sky?
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Crossing
Nicko McMillen

| 58

In Praise of Silence
Jacqueline Blasko
I must confess that I despise snow. Snow makes me long for summer like nothing else. I
cannot stand the hideous look of dirty, black, grimy snow piled in banks in parking lots. I hate
clearing the stuff off my car.
And yet, snow can also be quite beautiful. I recall one winter night when my mother and I
went for a walk around our neighborhood during a snowfall. The streets were perfectly, blissfully
still. It was utter tranquility and peace. I admired the soft, sparkling look of the newborn snow in
the starlight, like the sweetest sugar in a grandmother’s kitchen on Christmas Eve. The flurries
silently fell, and I could see them in the streetlights, constant and steady. It was such a beautiful
scene that I felt like crying. Snow isn’t so bad after all. In some ways it is really quite lovely,
especially the silence of it.
There were no cars on the road, no others around except for my mom and I. It could just
as easily have been 1816 instead of 2016.
The modern world has deceived us into believing we must always be busy. We must
always have noise. No one can simply sit still and breathe. Our phones constantly buzz and
vibrate, our fingers typing incessantly. Television sets babble on and on to no one. Two people
need to fill in the awkward pauses with small talk. We must always be talking, talking, talking,
but are we ever really saying anything?
In the Twilight Zone episode “Execution,” a man named Joe from an 1880s Old West
town is accidentally transported into the-then present day of 1959. He goes outside into the busy
streets, becoming utterly confused and stunned at all the noise from the car horns blaring, the
music pouring from stores, the flashing neon signs, the commotion of the modern city. “It’s like
thunder all the time,” Joe says. He goes into a complete panic, shooting at a TV screen and
nearly getting run over by what he calls a “carriage without horses.”
This man from vintage television had a realistic reaction to all the noise. After all, he
came from a period and place where silence was omnipresent. In the Old West, the wilderness
had a life all of its own. Settlers of European descent arrived in droves to the vast, expansive
plains, hoping to escape the crowded, bustling, long-established East Coast for free land. The
West has taken on a mythical quality in the American imagination, which Marilynne Robinson
discusses in her essay “When I was a Child,” where she writes about the “lonesome” West. “In
the West,” Robinson writes, “’lonesome’ is a word with strongly positive connotations.”
The Homestead Act of 1862 opened the West to European settlement. Pioneers would
live in a claim shanty for five years in exchange for ownership of the land. Covered wagons, or
“prairie schooners,” rumbled across the plains seeking serenity.
However, the Homestead Act proved to be mostly a failure. Many settlers had the
opposite reaction of Joe from The Twilight Zone. The silence of the West made them go insane
with loneliness, abandoning their prairie shacks and returning East. Some even committed
suicide or murder. The silence and loneliness of the West proved too stifling, too scary.
Today the West still has that same feeling. I visited Wyoming two summers ago and the
desolation of the place really stunned me. The miles upon miles of vast wilderness looked as if
no human eye had ever seen it. My mother said it looked like Mars. Every now and then, we’d
pass a single small house, totally isolated in this desert of nothingness. What did those people
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who lived there do all day, I wondered? What thoughts do they have? Do they go insane, like the
pioneers of long ago?
Those that live in the West today are descendants of the settlers who were able to stick it
out during the days of the Homestead Act. Like Marilynne Robinson, these people are at home in
this lonesome desert of nothingness. Here, the cacophony of modern life is barely present. Quiet,
isolated towns with only a single convenience store, all alone on the barren prairie, look like
something on a 1950s postcard. These sleepy little towns, many with only two or three streets,
are the embodiment of silence. They seem to have been left untouched and unaffected by the
modern world.
…
Modern Americans are taught to fear the silence. It is something to kill. Many speak just
for the sake of speaking. Some listen to music just to fill the terrifying hollows in their minds.
After all, what is silence really? Is it simply the absence of words, or of noise? And why is it so
frightening?
Silence is the embodiment of vulnerability. Sometimes it can feel as though we are naked
on display in a museum. That persistent feeling that we must cover up our nakedness with words
keeps eating at us. It is a natural fear and a part of what makes us human, just as Adam and Eve
embarrassed and exposed in the garden. We don’t have to fear it, though. Just like nakedness,
silence can be beautiful.
“If you don’t have anything nice to say, don’t say anything at all,” said Thumper in the
classic Disney film Bambi, repeating a phrase from his father. Sound advice, certainly, but I
would also add that if you don’t have anything to say, then don’t say anything at all. “Speak only
if it improves upon the beauty of the silence,” Mahatma Gandhi said so eloquently. Not too many
people today see silence as something beautiful, I worry.
While silence is vulnerable and fragile it is also soft and soothing, sensitive, subdued.
Too many people dismiss it these days, and I think that is why I sympathize with it.
All my life, I’ve received comments from others about how quiet I am. Quietness is
looked at as different, weird, not normal. People with confident, open personalities are seen as
better leaders and more likely to succeed. In American culture, those who are quiet are seen as
“loners,” or standoffish. They are often subject to ridicule in movies and TV shows.
As I’ve gotten older, I have started to find these comments quite amusing. After all, I
don’t go up to talkative people and tell them to shut up, though sometimes I feel like doing so.
Being quiet feels almost like a rebellion. While I do enjoy a good conversation, I’ve also
learned to take pride in the fact that I know how to be quiet when speaking isn’t necessary.
Still, silence can be scary. How do you interpret silence from other people? Isn’t it scary,
a disapproving look your boss gives you, or the utter stupefied look on a friend’s face when a
joke doesn’t land? What about the ever-growing space between two people who were once
close?
In the silence between two people, vulnerability is on display. Again, we feel naked and
exposed. I believe we learn more about others through what we don’t say than through what we
do. Sometimes those moments of silence are when we truly get to know others. Just being in
someone’s presence is a pleasure. There is something almost sensual about it. We don’t need to
fill in those empty spaces with silly sounds and useless syllables. God gave us five senses; we
don’t always have to be listening to simple chatter. We use sight to steadily gaze on another and
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admire, smell to take in their pleasing scent, gentle touch to feel skin against ours. No words are
necessary to capture the feeling of two people basking in the other’s presence.
In the silence also, we truly know ourselves. We are alone with our own thoughts, and
sometimes those thoughts can be scary. Who among us hasn’t been kept awake at night by a
mind that just won’t stop talking?
In school among peers and in the workplace, original thoughts and ideas are often
dismissed, and so we train our minds to be carbon copies of others even down to our inner
monologues. I remember as a child how I feared others could read my mind like a cartoon speech
bubble. There again comes the vulnerability aspect.
But I believe that we must be vulnerable to ourselves most of all, and that can only come
in the silence. Turning off that inner monologue and simply sitting still, reveling in that
nothingness is the hardest of all. That’s something I still haven’t mastered.
…
In the silence, I hear God. When I go for a stroll in the woods to get my mind off stress, I
listen. To the sounds of the woods, the squirrels scampering, the leaves softly blowing in the
wind. I see the sun shining on the woodland floor and glance up and the clouds slowly drifting
by. I feel serenity. I feel the peacefulness of God’s sweet creation. In the silence, God speaks.
“Be still and know that I am God,” wrote the Psalmist in Psalm 46. I never am able to
hear God’s voice when I am in crowds. Crowds cause me to become distracted and
overwhelmed, and God’s voice is buried by the commotion. I hear God only in the silence, when
His gentle voice whispers softly to my soul.
Whenever school becomes stressful and I need a break from being around people
constantly, I escape into the woods. The silence restores my soul. Birds chirp, wind softly blows.
I look up at the trees and see bits of blue sky. I feel at peace.
I will never deny that the silence isn’t sometimes scary and fragile, but I think people
need to appreciate the beauty of it also. It is through the silence that we truly know ourselves,
others, and God and His creation.
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MY RIB CAGE IS A HOME
Meg Banning
I COULD MAKE THIS A CHARMING AND ELOQUENT POEM WHERE I CONFESS
SWEET THINGS AND COMPARE YOU TO A BLOOMING FLOWER. I COULD CREATE
LOVELY RHYTHM THAT WOULD MAKE YOUR PRETTY HEAD SPIN.
BUT ALL I REALLY WANT TO DO IS TALK ABOUT HOW MUCH I LIKE LIVING OUR
LIVES SIMULTANEOUSLY IN THIS TINY WORLD THAT WE SHARE.
SOMETIMES I CATCH MYSELF THINKING ABOUT YOU WHEN YOU’RE NOT
AROUND. I FIND THINGS THAT REMIND ME OF YOU IN THE BANAL AND THE
STUPENDOUS ALIKE.
I SEE YOU IN THE HEADLIGHTS ON THE FREEWAY UNDER THE MOON. I SEE YOU
IN THE WAVING OF THE TREE LIMBS AGAINST THE SETTING SUN. I SEE YOU IN
THE LAVENDER AND PERIWINKLE LIGHT THAT STREAMS THROUGH MY WINDOW
AND DRAWS ME FROM MY SLEEP.
WHEN I FIRST NOTICED YOU WERE ON MY MIND ALL THE TIME I USED TO TRY
TO SQUASH YOU OUT BECAUSE I WAS AFRAID OF BEING KNOWN AND OF
KNOWING YOU.
BUT YOU WIGGLED INTO MY RIBCAGE AND MADE YOURSELF AT HOME NEXT TO
MY QUICK-SKIPPING HEART, WRAPPING YOUR HANDS AROUND IT AND
SOOTHING IT UNTIL IT SLOWS AND I CAN FEEL AGAIN.
WE HAVE SO MUCH LIVING LEFT TO DO TOGETHER IN THIS LITTLE WORLD
WE’VE CREATED.
-WHEN I’M WITH YOU, MY DREAMS DON’T FEEL SO OUT OF REACH.
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Shells
Jacy Seltzer
Down the street there was a shell of a house. One day builders came some ten years ago
to create this masterpiece from scratch. My father asked who the house was for.
“Oh, some rich banker’s daughter,” they said.
Out of their hands they created a foundation mixed with sweat and the tears from many
hours of hard labor.
Next came the walls. The massive structure began to take shape. And then, one day, they
packed up and left. The house remained a shell with no roof. Day after day the wooden beams
collapsed, and the wind weaved around the gaps. Animals called it home and so did teenagers
looking for a good time. Broken bottles and condoms decorated the interior.
At least they gave it life.
One day I decided to visit this ruin. I laced up my boots and trudged through the thick
overgrowth. Crunching on glass I paused right in the middle of what would have been the main
entrance. Somewhere a bird chirped to grab my attention. It was a sweet sound. I licked my lips,
the sweat salty but not as unpleasant as I thought. I wiped my face with a rag and continued on
my journey. Crunching through dead leaves I sat right down in the vast space, careful to avoid
wood beams that had rotted into the shape of daggers.
Pulling out my sketchbook I ran my hand over the course cover and began to draw.
By early evening I made my way back through the vast overgrowth, tired of my mission.
At the dinner table my father looked at me through tired eyes and asked what I did that
day. I pulled out my sketchbook and handed it to him, no words leaving my lips. He studied the
intricate sketch, his expression unreadable before mumbling under his breath, “It’s not complete
Bobby.”
I paused in my bedroom doorway after dinner, taking in my walls filled head to toe with
sketches ranging from my neighbor’s dog to my urban exploration findings. Each had a unique
flair but an element that I was notorious for. A missing element, an incomplete sketch. I rested
my latest one on the desk and crawled into bed. These sketches glared down at me from their
resting places on the wall. These shells.
These shells of me.
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reunion
Jack Houser
Low, the path we walked behind the deciduous line of every
no
I told you.
My hands still stuck
with the memory of dried soil from planting this wall.
Your footsteps,
we shared them in
this hidden place.
This place made by me,
for me,
for me alone.
Your footsteps
proved my venture had failed; beautifully, fantastically in my favor it had failed.
To that bank beside
still water’s edge
You guided me.
And you knelt, waist deep
your gentle hands caressed
my heels, my soles,
erasing the memory of
the running water,
my running away.
And you knelt, waist deep
your gentle hands met
my secrets creekside,
healing my soul.
The earth erupted in earnest — caterwauls and chirrups
and calls that sang out the word my heart had labeled foreign: reunion.
Can’t you see?
You said,
I made this place for you.
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Star Struck
Aimee Kulp
When the living room window beside her mother’s antique owl lamp shattered, she knew
that the sun must be setting – and that she had forgotten to turn off the lamp before its glow
escaped the boundary of her home. Another rock sailed through the window to her left, hitting
the back of her leather armchair and rolling back to nudge the toe of her right shoe. With a sigh
she reached down, took the rock in her hand, and began rubbing her thumb along the smooth
surface. Tiptoeing through the broken glass, she made her way to the wall beside the owl lamp,
and reached for its string. The pull of the lamp switch brought the roar of the crowd. “She’s in
there, the thief!” a voice shrilled. “Monster!” came the lower belches of others. “Give us our
light back you fiend!” came the demand of another.
For a few moments she did nothing but lean against the mint green wallpaper and rub her
temples in a slow, circular motion. She knew that she could not stay – not here, against the
comfort of the wall within the relative safety of her home. Her smallest handbag sat ready by the
door, and she mindlessly slipped it into the inside pocket of her coat as she put her other hand on
the knob of her front door.
The crowd hushed as she emerged onto her front porch. For a moment, all looked at her
as she stared off into the dismal sky. Behind her the lower windows of her noble town home were
covered with old boards, hiding the fragments of glass which had broken long ago. An unsure
little voice broke the silence, “She doesn’t look like a monster.”
A few around the voice gasped, others joined in with the chorus of “shhh.” A whispering
reassuring voice ignored the chorus, “That’s because she’s the daughter of the monster.”
Another little voice slipped through the darkness, “But she doesn’t look funny!”
A current of uncomfortable fidgeting slipped through the crowd. “Her father was a
magician,” a slightly more mature voice informed.
“Her mother used to dance and laugh in the sunlight whenever it was not blocked by the
clouds,” a low, hissing voice continued. “When she died, her father doomed us all to spend hours
each day without a trace of the sun. Except for his daughter, and the bundle of light which she
hoards for herself.”
As the silence began to occupy the air around them once more, she slowly began moving
toward the crowd without separating her gaze from the darkness of the sky. Her neighbors
cleared a path at her approach – some shuffling away with shame, others recoiling in disgust. A
baby’s cry came from one of the unlit houses which lined the street: darkened beacons lining an
oily sky. She kept her chin lifted until she had passed out of sight of the last of her neighbors.
When she let it fall, the tears came with it. She caught these in an ink bottle which she
had stashed in her handbag. When the bottle was half full, a vial emerged from her handbag as
well, and from this she let three silver drops fall into the salty water. With a sigh, she stirred the
mixture with her hair before dipping her paintbrush into the sparkly liquid, reaching it up into the
sky, and beginning her nightly task of painting the stars.
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our last night
Meg Banning
our last night there is a steady rhythm to the dull humming of the engine. We sit in your old
green car, waiting out the pouring rain. The window begin to fog, so i raise my hand to the cool
glass and wipe the dew away. The echoes of yellow light from the porches along the street sneak
in between raindrops.
Water rolls smoothly down your rosy, stubbled cheeks. You peel off your soaked baseball tee, a
button missing, revealing your pale chest. Your mussed brown hair becomes a haystack, stubborn
straws sticking out a dozen different directions. One callused hand rests on your worn blue jeans,
the other uses your shirt to attempt to dry your tired face.
you offer me the shirt, but i take your hand instead.
We listen to nirvana float from the crackling stereo, blending the softs tatic and your sweet voice
to compose a heavenly soundtrack i will always remember. I watch your thin, pink lips as you
discuss your idea for your novel and your favorites eighties film and your grand plan to get away
from this godforsaken town.
I quietly observe the rattling dashboard’s orange glow reflecting on your bare skin and graze my
thumb over your bony knuckles. abruptly, you lean over the center console to kiss my burning
cheeks.
then, you shift the car into reverse.
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Home is Where the Guns Are
Molly McKim
Crack! I wake up startled, a sound ringing in my ears. I sit up and look about my room.
What did I just hear? My heart races while I stand and walk into the hallway. Dad’s door is open,
the room empty. I check the time and roll my eyes, relieved but annoyed. It’s 5 a.m. He’s out
hunting behind the house. I look at my phone and squint at the notification from him saying to
come outside and try to scare deer into his path to shoot. I type back, “No, I do not feel like
leaving the warm house.”
I walk back to bed, cover myself back up in blankets and try to fall back asleep, hoping
he shot something so he would stop waking me up so early. Another notification pings on my
phone: “Never mind, get the hot chocolate ready… We got one,” I guess he didn’t need my help.
Around my house and others in my hometown, this routine of hoping for a kill comes around
when rifle hunting season starts at the end of October. I live in a small, mainly conservative town
named New Oxford. Most likely anyone you talk to hunts or knows someone who hunts. It’s one
of those small rural towns outside of Gettysburg where most families leave their door unlocked,
the local private club is the center for all town gossip and people know you because you are
being the kid of someone. I got that one a lot working at that only private club in the area. “Hey,
you’re McKim’s kid,” and “Aren’t you Shrader’s granddaughter?” But the fall season tends to
bring out the best in the little town of mine. Every year in the New Oxford square, we celebrate
fall through a fall market, vendors sell their homemade items, the coffee shop on the corner sells
their famous pumpkin spice, and kids yet again get their faces painted. Mom and Pop restaurants
start selling organic pumpkin-themed food. Proprietors of local orchards build stands and sell
their apples and produce. However, the fall season is also the time when my dad tries yet again,
to convince me to practice shooting one of the various guns in his possession.
It started at 9 years old. I stand at the glass door to the back porch; one of my hands press
against the door while the other clutches my blanket. Cold radiates in from the other side of the
door and goosebumps flood my skin. I hear the gentle hum of the heating stove. I look out and
my cat brushes against my leg, greeting me. The porch light glows in the morning fog. Multiple
guns lay across the green table, bullets laid neatly in their respective boxes, and humongous
gloves are ready for use. The frigid 37° wind blows into the house as I begin my ascent to meet
my brother and father outside, my bare feet hitting the cold polished wood. I watch him as he
puts on the gloves and picks up a gun and starts talking, supposedly about how it works. He flips
his hand down and up quickly and a bullet flies out from the bottom. Where did that come from?
What did that do? He puts the gun into my gloved petite hands, and I struggle to hold it steady as
it almost falls out of my hands. I look up at him, scared I would disappoint him if I were to not
accomplish his goal. I look at the gun. This gun, something half the size of myself, has more of a
purpose than to look pretty or to sit alongside a bed or in a closet. People use these to kill things.
Kill squirrels. Kill deer. Kill people. He tells me to point it at the artificial deer target further in
the yard. The gun is moved to sit on my shoulder as I locate my target. But the deer down in the
yard is real, why does it need to die?
The hunting supplies are housed in the basement, hidden away from attracting attention.
Walking down the spiral staircase tiled floors, false wood walls, the coal-burning stove, the pool
table and dartboard, the minibar with respective glasses and drinks, and two separate rooms
begin to come into focus. My drawing-room, and my dad’s room utility room, in the secluded
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part of the basement. I step into my favorite room in the house and breathe in the stale scent of
pencils, hands at my hips as I sigh at the mess that will never get cleaned up. My desk is covered
in colored pencils, brushes in cleaning cups, half-size erasers, and shuffled around drawing and
paintings still wet. Further into his room, the buzz of the dehumidifier familiarities me. His desk
is filled to the brim with hooks, flies, artificial bait, screwdrivers, and several tackle boxes. To
the left, his gun closet. 1, 2, 3, 4, 5, 6 guns line up in a row with no safety lock.
On the rare occasion I brought friends to my house, one of the only joys is showing them
my dad’s mysterious room. Thundering down the staircase, we arrive at the only hangout spot in
the house. Past the bar, the TV, the couch, the cat, the game boards littering the floor, and past
my drawing-room; we arrive in his room. I say, “Now, I’m not usually allowed in here, but...” as
I push open the swinging saloon doors to his room.
There it is, in all of its glory. Friends gasp and question its purpose. “He hunts,” I state.
To the right, a closet of harmless entities. Camouflage and bright bulky orange hats, sweatshirts
pants, bulky blankets folded in boxes. Past and future Christmas décor, waiting a month to
brighten up the house. Bins of items unknown even now. But no one asks to see that.
Growing up, even before my parents got divorced, my dad tended to be more active in
teaching my brother and I “important life lessons.” The fundamentals of driving a go-cart at a
“they’re too young to drive those things” age. How to change the oil in a car. How to play
different sports, my brother football and baseball, myself, baseball, softball, soccer, field hockey,
cheerleading, track and field, and basketball. Making friends in sports proved difficult because
all of the other players were from the local public school. Before coming to public school in
seventh grade, I went to a Catholic school named Immaculate Conception. Before I left, I had
nine other classmates, and we had a close-knit relationship until puberty hit in sixth grade when
everyone started acting according to their hormones. One of my friends always talked about how
he loved hunting and spending time with his dad. After, he joked about the possibility of
bringing his gun to school. My other classmates and I questioned him, why? There are no deer at
school. Coming to a public school, there was no lack of the threat of violence. I couldn’t begin to
count the number of bomb and shooting threats the school received my seventh-grade year.
Although, even as a twelve-year-old, it did not seem unusual when the teachers said this was the
year with the most threats they’ve seen in a while.
The conversations today about anti-gun or pro-gun control make me uncomfortable. All
throughout high school I couldn’t escape looking down the end of that barrel; in economics class,
English class, journalism class, and even technology classes, the impact of guns were the topic of
discussion for at least one day. When I decided to pursue a career in education, one of my first
thoughts was, “How am I going to protect my future students from the potential threats?” I
thought about the harmless drills, students huddled in a corner on their phones, the fake shooter
roaming the halls. But is that the circumstance everywhere? Coming home and seeing that gun
case glare down at me, I cannot come to a conclusive judgement. I can’t tell if I am brainwashed
by either side of the spectrum. So now, when the guns come out, I stay in.
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Brick Wall
Aubrey Skoubye
I used to be an open book,
blindly granting trust.
I’d gladly give away my heart,
to have it thrown out to the dust.
I started laying one clay block
Each time someone left,
And brick by brick I built my wall
‘Til my heart saw no more theft.
I still had so much love to give,
But I kept it all suppressed,
because in order to be safe,
My heart could have no guests.
The sharpest of barbed wire
became my broken soul’s safeguard,
So, when one was pricked on entrance,
They’d run off newly scarred.
And though I forbade anyone
To get close to me,
I secretly yearned for just one soul
To stay instead of flee.
And little did I know
That just outside my wall,
God sent someone to chip away
The deterrent I’d installed.
The barbed wire didn’t phase him,
With ease he cut it down,
He carefully removed each brick
Placing them on the ground.
Then in his hands he held my heart
that for so long had been locked up,
And for the very first time in my life
I felt I might just be enough.
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III
Amelia Markey
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The Power of Rainbow Identities
Rosemary Jones
A homemade photo album served as one of my first books. Within it, the story of my
adoption, always recounted to me sitting on my mother’s or my father’s lap. This is you, all the
way in China! And this is Mommy and Daddy and your older sister at the airport— we had to fly
fourteen hours to go and get you and bring you home! I don’t think many kids have the privilege
to say that one of the first stories their parents ever told them was their own. I suppose I should
have felt special and empowered. But, hearing about my adoption was normal to me and my
mommy-made picture merely represents one of my first experiences with reading.
Books have always acted as a sort of bridge for my family. The demographics and DNA
varied vastly between the members of my family, but I never felt out of place as a little girl, no
more than other children anyway. I never wondered why my skin was tan, but Mommy’s and
Daddy’s were not. I never wondered why Mommy had blonde, curly hair, but mine was dark and
straight. I never wondered why Daddy and my older sister wore glasses but my younger sister
and I didn’t. Why would I? The books that filled my home revealed that our entire world was full
of colorful, different looking people. We had books with lovely watercolor pictures of little
Asian girls with tan skin and black hair. Some of our books illustrated Indian girls with dark skin
and long brown braids, young hispanic girls with thick cocoa hair and long eyelashes, and even
little girls who looked like Mommy, with creamy white skin and pinned-back blonde curls. So
what that my family did not look the same? It didn’t even cross my mind. We were a beautiful,
rainbow family and I loved that.
However, America’s idolization of similarity became clear to me as I grew older. Not all
families are rainbows. In fact, most aren’t. In this world of sameness, parents pass down their
traits to their children— skin tone, shoe size, talents, mannerisms, even medical histories. In
second grade, my entire homeroom class did a “fun” project where my teacher asked us to go
home and inquire whether we had a history of high blood pressure in our family. I can’t
remember what we were going to use our collected data for, but I do recall my mom telling me
that my dad had high blood pressure in his family… but that I didn’t have high blood pressure
because we were not blood related. At the time, I didn’t really understand. I took my family’s
data into school the next day anyway and put a tally mark on the board with the rest of my
classmates that yes, my family had a history of high blood pressure. Because my family did have
a history of high blood pressure… or at least my dad did. He didn’t share that trait with me.
What did that say about our type of family? About my type of home?
I could find nothing to comfort my escalating confusion, not even my beloved books.
Instead, they actually offered an even wider selection of variables to consider. What should a real
family look like? How could I find value and worth in my own physical traits when they were so
vastly different than those of my family’s? One of my favorite series is the Harry Potter books by
J. K. Rowling. If you know anything about this series, or even have merely watched the movies,
you will know that Harry Potter inherited his father’s unruly hair and his mother’s green eyes.
These features were not just part of his appearance, but a part of him. Having his father’s hair
and his mother’s eyes were treasured parts of Harry’s identity— after all, these traits were all he
had left of his deceased parents. I love the Harry Potter series, however, I could not relate to
Harry at all in this sense. My parents weren’t deceased; My parents were alive and well. So how
could I take what I learned from him and apply it to my own life? How could I look at my own
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face in the mirror and see the features reflected back as beautiful when they did not have any
sentimental value to them? I am five feet, one and a half inches tall— exactly average height for
the typical female in the People’s Republic of China, but two inches shorter than the typical
female in America, where I was raised (“Average Height by Country 2019”). My parents are
both taller than America’s average, so they could not possibly share their past experiences to me
of how they were also short in America because we do not share that similarity. To me, it seemed
like my physical traits were simply the wrapping on a gift— shallowly pretty on the outside to
hide what treasure was hidden on the inside.
My experiences seemed to alienate me, in a sense. I was Chinese, but I was adopted into
a racially white family, meaning that I grew up with privileges that many of my own race did not
have granted to them. I identified with tweets about “basic white girl” problems and my favorite
Starbucks drink was a Mocha Frappuccino. I have no clue what it is like to grown up in an Asian
home with Asian culture. No, I can not speak Chinese. I wish I could, but that was not the kind
of home that I grew up in. I have never felt fully Asian, but I am certainly not white either. What
does that make me? Irrelevant? My status is up in the air, so “unique” that there are no books
about this. Besides two or three children’s books and some homemade photo books, I have never
read literature about an internationally adopted child growing up in America. My dueling
identities have always been in the back of my mind, but I ignored them until I reached college.
As an English major, there were specific literature classes I was required to take to
graduate. In my first year, my perspective was turned on its axis when I was acquainted with
Edwidge Danticat, Haitian-American immigrant and world famous author of children’s books,
novels, literary critiques, short stories, and more. I spent the entire semester of my English
Studies 202 class reading and analyzing her writings. Week after week, I grew deeper in a
relationship with Edwidge’s literature, and by proxy, Edwidge herself. In her book Create
Dangerously, she describes herself as an author— an “immigrant artist”. Take careful note of the
duality of that phrase; Danticat sees herself as an immigrant as well as an
artist. Because of her life experiences as a Haitian immigrant, she has the ability to be an artist,
creating to communicate her story of immigration, as well as those of her people. Having
overlapping identities does not hold this woman back. Instead, it empowers her. She has the
ability to speak into many groups of people, including Haitians and Americans. She has the
ability to act as a bridge between the two groups, two nations, two totally different worlds.
My name is Rosemary Jones. According to the U.S Department of State, I am one of
approximately 4,536 baby girls adopted from China in 2001. In other words, I am not alone and I
have never been alone, even when I felt like it at times. There are a scattered group of us out
there, girls and boys who were internationally adopted and raised in rainbow families. We do not
all have the same stories, nor the same struggles, but we can understand each other better than
many others can. It took me a long time to embrace that my physical appearance is beautiful. No,
I do not share the same eyes with my mom or hair as my dad (oh, the blessings of that one). I
don’t need to share the traits of my parents to be confident and comfortable in my own skin.
There is a gap in the literature community relating to international adoptions. We deserve to be
known. We deserve to feel like we belong in our nation. Most of the books I have seen that
mention adoption relate to either the American foster care system or puppy adoption. I will not
go off too far, but let’s be clear and respectful here: I’m human. If people can write children’s
books, young adult fiction, memoirs, and short stories on puppy adoption, we can write about
human adoption too. That is where I come in.
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I am an internationally adopted artist. Take careful note of the duality of that phrase; I am
internationally adopted as well as an artist. I have the power to share my story and speak into the
lives of many people across the nation and the world. My multiple identities offer me a rare
window of opportunity to bridge lives together in understanding and love. I have the power to
share my story with several overlapping groups of people and my many identities might allow
more people to relate to me. I know that my own story of international adoption cannot sustain
the weight of the stories of everyone who was adopted, but it can serve as a good start.
One of the children’s books that we had at home when I was growing up was called The
Red Thread: An Adoption Fairytale by Grace Lin. The author is one of the few to ever write
about Chinese adoptions and my family and I always delighted in her works. In The Red Thread,
Lin weaves a tale of a king and a queen who live in a beautiful kingdom, and rule with fairness
and kindness. Except, they begin to experience a horrible pain in their chests, which none of the
royal doctors can diagnose. One day, old peddler comes by and reveals that the problem is that
there is a red thread tugging at each of their hearts, which he can see wearing a special pair of
spectacles. In order to ease their agony, they must follow the thread to see what is at the other
end, so that’s what the king and queen do. They follow the red thread across mountains and
valleys until they come upon what the thread has been leading them to all along: a baby girl.
Books have the power to bridge people together— to join rainbow families and unite our nation.
Books reveal that we are all much more similar to each other than we thought, but not in the way
that our American society promotes. We do not have to be the same color, gender, sexuality, or
religion to know struggle and loneliness. Who cares who is liberal and who is conservative? Who
cares who has more money than who? Who cares what color skin we wear? We all know what it
feels like to be misunderstood. Books reveal to us that we are all rainbows— identifying with
many labels and that only offers us the ability to connect with more people. By recognizing our
own individualism, we can join together and celebrate our differences and similarities with each
other.
In August 2001, a king and queen (as well as their nine year old daughter) felt strong tugs
on the strings of their hearts. They travelled from a faraway land, across oceans and nations to
find a little baby girl and bring me home. It may seem unconventional; it may seem strange. But
who’s to say that’s a bad thing?
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Paint Me Again
Will Labossiere
paint me again, o’ wise oak,
and let your umbrage shed its
leafy cloak upon me
with prismic spectral wash in billows deep and soft
the nymphs with jealous eyes
wish exile me int’r chasms
shedding blood upon my coat
lest our Father gives adoration me moreso than they
paint me again, o’ wise oak,
and let your filtered sunlight cast
its shadowy sinews across my resting place.
every gust changing my point of view
though damp and cool may plague
my deciduous disarray
i give worry only to my mind being held
against its will, afloat in the un-catholic mass
paint me again, o’ wise oak,
‘till the last verdant leaf succumbs to the
wiles of the hourglass
for fear of never falling at all.
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